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ae . ANOTHER GUNPO DER PLOT. 
‘ow history repeats itself. The greatest excitement was caused on Guy Fawkes Eve at Mildew Court by what appeared 
attempt to blow up the House of Sloper. Hearing a mysterious disturbance in the cellars bencath the mansion, Papa, Alexandry, 


at first sight to be a dastardly 
and William Higgins heroically 


cercmied to investigate, and captured the conspirator red-handed. Dad was for at once applying the rack and thumb-screw, but subsequent explanations proved that 
Mr. McGooseley had merely fallen through the coal-shoot on his way home from a Foresters’ Féte. All the same, it was a bit of a startler for Poor Papa.” —Toorsig, 


A HANGING JUDGE. 


— fa 


Ix 1771, John Totor, afterwards Lord Norbury, Chief 
Justice of the Court of Common Pleas, Ireland, began the | 
world with fifty pounds and a pair of hair-trigger pistols. 

He was a fat, podgy man, with cunning eyes ever spark- : 
ling with fun, especially if passing sentence of death. “ He 
was never,” we read, “so hilarious as when putting on the 
black cap.” Lord Norbury tried the unfortunate Robert 
Emmett for high treason. “ My lord,” said the prisoner, 
irritated by some brutal taunt,—" My lord, there are men 
concerned in this conspiracy who would disgrace themselves 
by shaking your blood-stained hand.” Norbury had his 
revenge. In sneering tones he massed sentence of death, 
and purposely omitted the usua furmula, “ And may the 
Lord have merey upon your soul!” 

Between Daniel O'Connell and Lord Norbury there was a 
wrpetual feud. They hated cach other bitterly. Sir Robert 
‘eel, when Secretary for Ireland, sent O'Connell a challenge, 
owing to some offensive expressions the latter had made 
use of. O'Connell's wife hearing what was going on, caused 
her husband to be arrested and bound over to keep the 
. peace. Peel immediately started for Ostend, writing to 
(3) Abject apologies and explanations from Peter ; O'Connell to tell him he had done so, O'Connell start 

i i for London, but was again arrested and bound over in heav 


phd ig hanes fal horn was hung up at (2) “PL be even with them!” said 
Mle pe pe the bo ys of the neigh- Peter, aud he took down from the wall a gracivus forgiveness from Sit Marmaduke. But 
at deans ry poor old Peter, the porter, 6 iky mace. Presently a blow.“ Take when he entered the presence of Lady Sarah—the penalties to abstain from fighting, He returned to Ireland, 
le of a life with their runaway that!” cried Peter. ut it was Sir Mar- lady of his heart—and she said, * Come, Sir Marma- and was shortly afterwards arguing a point of law before 


blows, like unto the knocker of to-day. maduke, making a call on Lady Sarah, duke, and sit by me,” the noble preferred standing. Lord Norbury, who paid little attention to his speech, 


354 


[eeieriey to fondle a Newfoundland dog he had with him on the 
neh, “My lord,” said O'Connell, “Ll am afraid your lordshi 
does not apprehend me.” ° I beg your pardon,” said Norbury, wit 
a grin. “No one is more easily appreheuded than Mr, O'Connell, 
when he wishes to be.” 

One day, when passing sentence of death upou a number of 
rebels at Carlow, Norbury c:ine into court in a motley dress he 
had worn at a masquerade given by Lady Castlereagh. At tirst his 
robe concealed it; but presently, to the amazement of all, owing 
to the heat, his lordship, throwing back his robe, his mouutebank 
costume was freely revealed, 

Several times he had had broad hints that he ought to resign ; 
but he clung tenaciously to his oflice. At last, Gregory, the Lord- 
Lieutenant's private secretary, it was arranged, should call upon 
him and politely intimate the request of Government that he 
should tender his resiznation, Norbury heard of this, sent for 
Gregory, and having locked the door, turned upon him with a 
tierce glitter in his eyes. “ My dear Gregory,” said he, “ you are my 
oldest friend. There is no one [ respect so much, It seems that 
our mock King in Pheonix Park is about to publicly insult me. 
Of course, the sham monarch himself cannot be punished, but the 
minion, whoever he be, who brings the message, shall be! I will 
have his life!) Gregory, my old and valued friend, you will stand 
by me, I am sure. The hair-triggers are ready.” Poor Gregory 
didn't deliver the message $ the Lord-Lieuteuant, however, wrote 
and formally requested him to resign. He begged for a delay, 
The indulgence was granted; but shortly afterwards, Norbury, 
having fallen asleep during a trial for murder, Daniel O'Connell 
compelled the Government, by a petition presented to the House of 
Commons, to require his instant resignation of the judgment seat. 

Dr. Russell says, “ His coarse humour did not forsake him in the 
last hours. He had a neighbour (Lord Erne), who had been bed- 
ridden for years, and was on the point of death. Aupetied by 
his physician that his end was near, he, the shock of the 
announcement over, said to a servant in attendance, ‘James, go 
with my compliments to Lord Erne, and tell him it is now a dead. 
heat between him and me.” Thus died the “bloody-handed 
Jester-Judge.” 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 


ANNOTATED BY ALEXANDRY, THE LBLOODLEss Boy. 


CHAPTER I1.—( Continued.) 

Tne hideous question that at the present moment ngitates the 
minds of the awe-stricken_ boys, is simply this: WHAT HA8 
BECOME OF THE WOR-R-R-M? That he landed on the island, 
there can be no doubt. We not only saw him, but we have tracked 
a slimy trail along the shore and across the grass, to lose it ina 
forest of gooscherry-bushes. We feared to enter here, lest the 
monster might be lurking around on the off-snap, spiteful, or for 
fear we might tuinble down the hole he is hiding in, and he should 
make his tea of us. Leaving the bushes to the left, we came in 
about five minutes’ walk to a stone-built hut. On the door are 
painted the words, “ Credit’s dead, and tickh's turned up! Enter 
and Welcome!” We felt in our pockets, found nothing, and 
entered boldly, Had we only known what horrors were ia 
store for us ! 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


°,° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrelope large enough tu contain the 
contributions submitied. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Sorry, REX, we can't advise you, Itishardlyinour line, Thanks 
Sor sketches, G. F. HOLLASD, Which, alas, re must decline, 
Far from Ally's wish, A READER; Much obliged for letter, CAM. 
May of ‘84, KILKENNY ; Many thanks for _tater, SAM. Rot the 
least objection, SPAGER; Cannot tell you, N. ELK. If you wrote 
and asked them, they would Very likely let you sec, 
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“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
ahe Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 months, 1s. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 monthe, 6s. 6d. 


Jn Stamps or P.O.0.'8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Show Cards rill be sent post tree to Newsagents on application, 
— 


NINE ULAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of -hin of eh Man, Woman, Roy, er Girl 
(Railway Serrants on duty excepted), whe shall ha ogy! ta meet 
with his or her death ina Ltailway Accident to ti ¢ Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a cay of the current tssue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Houipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” ts published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wedneaday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, eapiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 
—_—_—— 


THE LITTLE GENIUS. 


Dear, kind, attentive little Willie has heard mamma say that 
papa’s watch has stopped because it wants cleaning ! 
SS 


FACT, REALLY. 

AN absurd poet of modern days has made the remark : “ Bright 
things never die.” This is utterly false. A friend of ours, who 
latterly had a rich red head of hair, made an attempt to transform 
it into a pleasing brown with stupendous success, It was foand 
to “dye” beautifully. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


°° To celebrate Queen Victoria's Reign, the longest wn English 
History, Miss Tootsie Sloper is now designing the 
KINGS AND QUEENS OF ENGLAND COSTUMES, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 654.—The “ Richard I." Costume. 


Poetic Little Wife. Ah! John, who is there that docs not feel 
sad at the close of autumn? 

Practical John, Well, my dear, if youask me, I think there’s the 
coal merchant. By-the-way, are those two tons paid for? 


7 
Bachelor Colonel. 1h iG n! 7 
petcioete tase ope, Mr. Gorroodle, { sha'n't hear any 


nn? ge. 
The New Sub, Oh! that's all right, sir; my girl wears bloomers, 


THOSE SOCIETY ACTRESSES. 


(amt 


Mr. Hopkins, Going on the stage? I didn’t know you under- 


stood an: 
Mise 
graph, you know. 


ing about acting. 
relawancy. I don't; but I make such a splendid photo- 


wege 


(Saturday, November 7, 1696, 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


“I po hope, dearest Alfonzo,” queried the beanteous maid, », 
her lover returned. from his interview with the old man,*1'\),, 
hope papa did not vive you a cold reception.” “ Quite the «.,,,. 
trary,” responded the miserable youth, as he limped painfully ;,,- 
the door, “I never wish to meet with a warmer.” Seas 
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“Guy! guv! guy! stick himup on hich!” 
Round Abdul Hamia’s etligy the roarers raised their cry, 
But disappointment deep anon 
They felt, and loudly voiced it. 
The Pole of Public Hate whercon 
The fiend's already hoisted ~ 
Uptowcred so far above them—upstretched so near the si:y— 
That they couldn't raise his etigy oue-twentieth part so his! 


s 
It is not generally acknowledged that the phrase, “A hy; ., 
with the enemy,” arose from the familiar sight of the don... 
broomstick in the hand of a justly-irritated housewife hij: - 
applied iu a more or less caressive manner to the wicked husb:n.j, 


s 
“You are charged,” said the Beak, sternly, “ with using langua. 
that horrified even the constable who arrested you.” 
“Yes, your worship,” said the defendant, promptly, “I'm asta. 
manager by profession, and I must have beeu under the impres:ivi 
that 1 was conducting a rehearsal. 


— 


AFTER THE PALACE WAS OVER, 
Ata French Restaurant, 


Waiter. And would you like to have La Sauce, sir? 


——+o—— - 
MIMICRY AND MIMICS. 

SINCE the day when Cissy Loftus went upon the stage of the 
Oxford Music-hall and astonished London, imitation, as a footiz 
art, has had a very big innings, “ Our Cissy ” was at once acclaimed 
High Priestess of the new form of worship, and very ingenuons 
and interesting was her pose until she committed the unpardonable 
error of running away and getting married. The marriage part of 
the business was too prosiic for words, : 

Cissy having come down from her high altars, other imitators 
thought a wide field was open for conquest. No programme 
seemed complete unless a male or female personage came on anil 
said, “ Ladies and gentlemen, with your kind attention I will 
endeavour to give you a few imitations of popular artistes.” In 
most cases it stupped at the endeavour, The imitations were net 
very lifelike. Stil, the audiences stood them with lamb-like 
docility. People who had seen the original were glad to hear the 
song again ; people who had not seen the original applauded aid 
told their friends that the imitation was perfect. Asa matter of 
fact there is no holier fraud than the common or garden imitator. 
If he, or she, once obtain permission to mimic the popular sony of 
a popular singer, the etfort must be bad indeed if some share of 
applause does not result. 

aving relieved ourselves so far, we will frankly state that onr 
strictures do not apply in the case of Harry Tate. « youngster new 
in the professional world and a mimic of real ability. 

Harry Freeman was singing at the Tivoli one Saturday afternoon. 
and Harry Randall stood at the back of the circle watching hin 
until called outside the portals and into the Strand, Freeman 
finished, two or three otherartistes fretted out their tive minutes. 
then Tate came on toimitate Freeman. Randall returned justthen, 
and gazed on to the stage in amazement. 

“ Hasn’t Freeman tinished yet?” he asked. , 

On another occasion, Tate hail resolved to give a representation 
of George Robey’s methods. He had the sung prepared, bet wi 
without the necessary clothes to dress the character. [ic told 
Robey of his quandary. 

“ All Li jee old man,” said George, “use my clothes. They 2 
the ones I sing the song in.” : 

The make-up was complete, being the identical thing from wiz 
and hat to the boots. Robey cameand sat by usin thestalls. Tite 
made his entrance. oo 

Robey stared at us open-mouthed, “Do I look like (%at?” he 
whispered, 

“Itis youtoa T.” 

“Then | can't stand such an Exhibition!” cried George. 
out he went. = 

Tate had rather a bad fall ina big North country town. ie 
audience consisted mainly of miners and pit-folk. They kuew 
nothing whatever about mimicry, and it is certain that very few ot 
them even understood Tate’s Londonese language. They talk very 
broad in the Black country. In a word, Tate was not a success 
He admits it himself. 

To add to his sorrows, he overheard a pitman talking to another 
artiste in the bar, 

“Aye,” said the pit chap, “Yo're alright. But that fellow 
Harry Tate, he won't do at all in these parts. But Vil give him 
credit. He's a plucked ’un. He coom on first, and tried a sous 
nbout a very pretty garden. Itdidn't gofor toffee. Sohechucked 
it quick. Off he goes and cooms on again and sings about an 
early bird and a worm. Only one verse, though. No good. J/r 
trics another, He tries seven songs—sing a verse of ench and then 
euueked the lot. He's no good here—bui he's a plucked ‘un—Uist 

e is 
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Sid PER BOX (50 PILLS’. 


SLOPER’S PILLS 
Cure Liver Complaint, Headache and all Stomach Troubles. 


1F YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, BEND Do. Iw STAIrs TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fieet St., London. E.C 


AND A GOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


Saturday, November 7, 1896.) 
TOOTSIE IN THE REALMS OF ROMANCE. 


-_+-— 


A MOURNFUL October's day was slowly drawing to its close, 
when two travellers might have been observed wending their way 
alons one of those arid plains, termed avenues. The elder of the 
twain was a man of middle age, whose grizzled hair, chafed and 
worn by the pres- 
sure of the stove- 

ripe helmet, then 
in fashion, and 
whose gaunt 
cheeks bronzed 
by the burning 
suns of Palestine, 
spoke of the re- 
turning — warrior 
of the Crusades. 
The steed he be- 
strode was a jet- 
black charger, 
who, despite his 
heavy trapping, 
from time to time 
rita 
aloft, cham his 
bit,and distended 
his glowing nos- 
trils as though 
glad once more 
to snuff up the 
air of freedom, 
which is alone to 
be found in merry 
England. - The 
middle-aged part 
was the late G. P. 
I. James, Roman- 
r tic Novelist. His 
companion was not provided with a cnarger. He was pushing 
behind. His name was Skelt, and years since before the Crusades 
he had dealt in pictorial embodiments of the heroes of dramatic 
romanee—those uncoloured at one penny or less, those coloured at 
twopence, and “with spangles extry.” They were on their way to 
the Haymarket Theatre, 

They entered, on payment, but were compelled to leave the 
charger outside, and I met them subsequently in the refreshment 
room, where | was partaking of toast and water. They came in 
smiling, accompanied by an elderly gentleman with blue-black 
dsed hair, who was, someone told me, the author of novels called 
“Pelham ” and “Ernest Maltravera,” and a pey called Richelieu, 

They jJaughed and chatted 
together, and said they were 
glut that the days of those 
fellows Dickens and Thac- 
keray were pretty nearly at 
an_end, and that even that 
satirical chap Gilbert ob- 
jected to the chafling non- 
sense in the new musical 
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I 
Madame de Cocheforet: 
Miss Eva Moonk, 


Capt, Larolle: 
Mr, Cyntis, MAUDE, 


plays. “The worst of it ix, 
Old Cockelorums,” said a 
short, stout gentleman, who 
just then put in an appear. 
nnce, aud who had a strange 
chuckling sort of voice, and 
whom someone addressed as 
“Bucky,”—“the worst of 
it is the romantic drama 
will revive Burlesque. It's 
all Burlesque has been wait- 
ing for. Just you wait, Old 
Cockelorums, till they get a 
bit furruder.” 

We won't bother our- 
selves, my dears, about what 
these queer old gentlemen 
were talking of, but you 
go and see Under the Red 
tobe, and_ you will be de- 
lighted. erbert Waring is 
a perfect darling of a hero, a 
naughty man, you know, 
geiting slowly and leisurely 
g-o-o-d g towards the 
end, when it suits him. 
Dear Mr. Adelphi Terriss, 
F be a naughty, dashing high- 
wayman in your next pla and let oif pistols! 

Miss Winifred Emery’s heroine is delightful, playing with that 
subtle charm all her own, Mr, Cyril Maude has a character 
that just fits him; Miss Eva Moore acts prettily; indeed, the 
company all round is admirably chosen. 

Mr. Gamble’s stage management is perfect. 


—+w —__ 
PROOF POSITIVE. 


WALKiNG-STICKS are, unquestionably, of ancient origin. Do 
we not read that Adam had a Cain? 


ee 


SLOPER'S ANCESTORS. 
No, 37 


Kener de Cocheforct: 
Miss WINIFRED EMERY, 
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SLOPER. 

' 3ORN, 1739. DIED FROM OVER-EXERTION, 1762. 

Prom the Painting by G. D. Leslie, RA. at Greenwich 
Obsercatory, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


CHEAPER TO RIDE. 
ScexE—Flect Street. 
Friend, Hallo, Lushington, you look tired, where have you 
n! 

Lushington, V’'ve walked all the way from Chari’ Crosh, 

Friend, But that's only a mile. 

Lushingtun, That d’pendsh, Grant you it'sh on'y mile if you 
ride, but if you walk it’sh ev’so mush further, such a thundrin’ lot 
of publish to go into, don't you know, 


_—o 


POOR BOUNDER'! 

“An! that’s started it at Inst,” remarked P ent Spooner, who 
was helping his intended's little brother let off his tireworks, “that 
catherine wheel must have been damp, I fancy ; I thought it was 
never going to go off.” “That's just what pa and ma said about 
sister Edith, till you got mashed on her,” answered the yous 
aie [And for the rest of the eccning Spooner swore a worrte 

ook, 
eee 


SHE QUALIFIED. 
SHE thirsted for fame, 80 she made up her mind 
To belong to the Purity Shriekera. 
She was dowdy and ba Sageed sort that you find 
Asa rule in the Purity Shriekers. 
But having no one in the band whom she knew, 
She sought out the long-visaged hypocrite who, 
For the good of the cause—and a snug little screw, 
Was Sec. to the Purity Shriekers. 


This gentleman welcomed the latest recruit 

To the ranks of the Purity Shriekers 5 
But mentioned the fact that in order to suit 

The demands of the Purity Shriekers, 
T'was really important she should be possessed 
Of a lying and slanderous tongue, and a zest 
For nosing up prurient filth like the rest 

Of the seraphic Purity Shriekers. 


“ It's essential,” said he, “when you visit a hall, 
On behalf of the Purity Shriekers, 
To find that the programme is sinful and all 
Quite unfit for a Purity Shrieker. 
To hurl at each item the vilest abuse : 
Dub all the men fast, and the women all loose, 
And swear to it later, or you'll be no use 
Asa spy to the Purity Shriekers. 


You must be aware, too, that innocent mirth 

Is abho by the Purity Shriekers ; 
To banish all joy from the face of the earth 

Is the aim of the Purity Shriekers. 
Though quite inoffensive a song may have been, 
Remember our motto—All things are unclean, 
And fail not to find in it something obscene, 

And you'll rise as a Purity Shrieker.” 

—_— 


AT THE EAST END. 
“ Loox out, there! What are you kicking my dog for?” 
“I'm kicking him ‘canse he's iull of fleas, and I don't want to 
get ‘em on my clothes, ree?” 


“Fleas? You're talkin’ rot. That dog, I'd have you know, 


sleeps with me.” 
« Yes, dash it, that's where he gits ‘em.” 


—_—— 


PUT HER OFF HER SHOT. 


“Funny, Dora, you can’t cannon some days, and you 
cannon others.” 


———— 


FOR LOVE'S SAKE. . 

THE greatest obstacle which Ermyntrude de Vere-Pradbulgit 
feared when she Jeoaied her hand to Wilkins F. Judd was her 
father. She couldn't help thinking that a millionaire magnesia- 
bottler might have old-fashioned objections to his daughter marry- 
ing a mere omnibus ticket-inspector—although her Wilkins 
assured her that he only pursued that useful occupation to fill up 
his time until the seventeen lives standing between himself an 
“the title"—(Baron Judd, of Junction Road ; you may have heard 
of it ?)—pegged out. 

And, strangely enough, when the proposal was submitted to old 
Pradbulgit, he did object—forcibly and vulgarly. 

“Very well, sir,” cried Wilkins, in the most hero-like tones he 
could command ; “then my heart’s blood be upon your bare 
head——’ 

“Don't you go fer to make a mess ‘ere, young man,” interrupted 
the millionaire. 

“Not [, sir; but to-morrow mornin t 
and your daughter, her young heart broken by your refusal, wi 
xeek the seclusion of a nunnery. Farewell, old man! Hug your 
miserable money to your sordid bosom; let ‘em put your quid? 
into your coftin with you——” 

The old man, wearying of the one-sided discourse, touched an 
electric button, a footman entered, and W. Fentiman-Judd was 
flung out with more than necessary violence. 

It was nearly midnight when Wilkins entered the ‘bus stables at 
South Pimlico, and made preparations (as the principal horse- 
keeper thought) to turn in on the straw of a disused stall, a3 
usual, But, an hour later, when all had gone (barring the horses), 
the broken-hearted suitor arose and went across to the locker in 
which he had deposited the bottle containing the carbolic acid he 
had purchased : 

“Farewell, cold, dreary world!” he cried, bitterly ; “farewell 
beloved and lovely Ermyntrude; good-bye, Mrs. Flankingiron— 
you must get what I owe you out o’ some o’ yer other customers— 
and farewell life!” 

Then he drained the bottle to its last dregs. 

Eu he didn’t die! 


He was dashed near it once or twice auring that seemingly 
never-ending night, and he even prayed for it, for—the fact ix, it 
wasn't carbolic acid at all; the head horsekeeper, wanting a bottle, 
had poured away the acid, and what W. Fentiman-Judd bolted in 
his dew was a mixture of powdered aloes, linseed oil, opium, 
tincture of aconite, and sweet nitre, which is the best thing in the 
world to give 1 horse that's got enteritis or inflammation of the 
bowels, but not absolutely deadly to humans. And when Wilkins 
vot over it, he decided to live—at ang rate, as long as his broken 
heart would let him. Dying by nis own hand was too painful ! 


you will read of my cot 


(1) Pat Hooligan goes over the road to get a drink, and leaves 
Ltt Hooligan in charge, Bobby and Tommy are observant 
ys. 


(2) What dark plot have they afoot? They are merely tying a 
doubie cracker to the moke’s tail. 


(3) Splish! Gur-r-rh!! (Hee-haw.) Bang ! Bang!! Wallop!!! 


OUR LADY’S CORNER. 


ConpUCcTED BY Lavy Dowpy. 
eae 


THAT TIRED FEELING.—Try Sloper’s pills. ; 

Bripe Evect.—It is rather difficult to think out anything very 
original just now. Suppose you were married at church at eleven 
o'clock in the morning, just for a change. 

Fancy WorKeR.—I have asked a friend of mine, who is very 
clever at that sort of thing, to give me the tip how to knit a pair 
of bicycling trousers, [ took her instructions down in shorthand, 
and, as nearly as I can decipher my notes, they are as follows: 
They would look very pretty made in blue and red wool, Cast 
on with the blue 76 stitches, then drop 20, knit 7, drap 5, etc. For 
second row, cast on with red wool, knit 20, drop 84, knit 150 and 
drop the lot. Cast on again, and knit until it is all blue. Next 
row knit 1, drop Zand repeit. So on until you get tired, and 
then finish off with 8 pearl. Great care must be exercised in 
rounding in the back part, for if the stitches are shortened too 
goon they will be most uncomfortable to wear, 


—_—~-r—— 


WHAT PRICE THE BROUGHAM P 


“T notice your maid always receives for you on Treasury days.” 
“Yes; saves troubie, you knuw, My salary is the same as her 
wages.” 


356 ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. [Saturday, November 7, 1896, 


°° Miss Sl will be delighted to recive photo. 
Te graph from ¢! rth of her fricads whose poeirails GOT IT THERE AND THEN. 


ve not yet been inserted, 
TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


His Fiancée. Um planning a little surprise for Willie, this evening, 
Her Youthful Sister, Oh! are you going to give me a good spanking 
in front of him, to let him see the sort of temper you really have got! 


‘What would you call this net oy Pertie?” “Well, if you ask me 
u 


1 should say it was neat, but nut—ahem !—gaudy.” HE WANTED REALISM. 


SUCH BEASTLY PRETENSION. 


No, 468.—Miss EDNA SEDGEWICK. 
“ Heart of my heart, soul of my soul!” 
—The Dook Snook, 
“ Without her love, this breast can know no peace!” 


—Lord Bob. “You tell the manager that if he doesn't send on some champagne 
“ And look at the airs she gives herself; she don't ‘ave a cold like “ Hast ever gazed on such a queen of beauty ?” cup instead of toast and water in the banquet scene, I’m blest if | 
decent folk, she must ‘ave ‘er New Monial Bronkier, she must.” —The Hon, Billy. won't make a hash of the whole blooming tragedy !” 


SS —. ———— 
ar Nowe 


(1) As the Elder was committing suicide (2) Parritch said, “Whit an asa he is, going (3) And mournfully continued, “ Laird! Laird! me hearts broke. McNab’s left i cua 
the other dismal morning— to leave us in that coarse fashion.” pickle o’ my beautiful French nails in him."—(Zo be continued.) a 


SHE WAS SO UNDECIDED, THROWN OUT. NOT A DOUBT OF IT. OH, SCISSORS! 
4, 7 io 


/ 


a Se Gf 1,779 by 
The girl who debated in her e Z ; Cousin Roland, What dyoucall himn—Mona? Seems 
mind for a whole week, whether Cockney Nimrod, 1 say, you old cripple, do you know a curious name for a he dog, doesn't it! “1 have consented to play the 
she should have it plain or em- where the fox is? , ‘ ; Mabel, Not if you spell it with “er” at the end. If part of Lady Godiva in our private 
broidered. Up ‘othe ae of eine os Cee: I do. Np meen a pes oy this ae eka ied im complaining about his rheumatisin theatricals. You can’t thiuk, 
to press, we n't hea the road. with a horse-trough outside, an hey sell some all through the night, you'd call him somethi vor: . j 
verdict. . good four ale, just about suit you. than that! ay oa ething wore though, how cold the costume 1s 


this weather.” 
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The Bitaive’s -Bedjel Ow 
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Biral’s “burel ene, 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Most Churchmen hail with thankful voice This somewhat w ted choice :—The B. M. J. once more revives The bane of oystermongers’ lives :—A Bird 
who for three months, I see, Most scrupulously caged will be:—The Heathen Chinee's ways, it's clear, Can not be tolerated here :—The multitude of sea birds 
show The near approach of frost and snow :—The artist should be free from cares, So Alma-Tadema declares :—A bicycle a cabman may Refuse as luggage to 


convey——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


BUT SHE DIDN’T EVEN SMILE. 


Aunt Tabitha, 1 really don't know how to face 
that handsome young fellow with his eye-glass so 
manfully and intently rivetted upon me. 


“Ho, you hain't got any coppers ter spare, hain’t 
yer? Well, then, could yer spare me w pair o' yer 
old trousers ter make a case for me tishin’ rod?” 


ene, Sarees. Ia this your penny, sir? 1 
oO 

‘ Old Suftbuy. Yeu eer oa You are an honest The Th aif Months’ Bride, Aud do you think oe 
ellow and you shall be rewarded. Dolly, Don’t you think a small waist is pretty? by calling tae vine dear litele ian a bird 1 ay 


Youn arpb 4 heh 5 ? 
shall none pet as a ite Wack shavacn herds), Algy. Rather! Waist not. want not. be, sir—but no cuckoo! 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—_—>— 

THE Ancient waltzed into Gatti’s Music-hall at Charing Cros 
the other evening. and spent a pleasant hour or so witnessing 0 
very enjoyable show. Nellie 
Navette, who is the pretty subject 
of our sketch, danced with her 
acenstomed dexterity and light- 
ness of foot. Billee Barlow's songs 
greatly pleased the andience, and 
the same may be said of Edgar 
Davenport's ditties about Gay 
Maree. There is plenty of excite- 
ment in the sketch J/umanity, 
in which John Lawson and _ his 
company appear, John’s rong, 
“Only a Jew,” was excellent. 
Maggie Duggan, Charles Gardner, 
and the Sisters Wynne also ob- 
tained deserved recognition for 
their efforts. *.° 


THE Tottering Edifice has this 
day conferred) the “Award of 
Merit” upon J. 8. Harrison, be- 
cause he wrote “ The Park Lane 
Tragedy.” “In Fleet Street suckles, 
fevther,” coocd the Azure-Eyed, 
“it is rumoured as ‘ow Mr, ’Arrison 
‘as written an ‘air-curler for your 
“CHRISTMAS 'OLIDAYS.’ If the 
title of the story is ‘Zhe Park 
Lane Tragedy, it is hevident you 
are panderin’ to the vicious ta-tes 
of the multitood, and I'm _bally 
well ashamed to——" But the 
Eminent Litteraterr was not on for a filial lecture at the moment, 
so softening his right hand with a little common saliva he 
proceeded to business, 1° 


THERE is no doubt about it at all, Wis Little Dodge at the 
loyalty will prove the bigg-st hit in farcical comedy we have had 
for years, It is) screammugly. funny, smartly naughty, and is 
played with a dash and finish by the best of casts. We heartily 
congratulate the lucky and plucky M r. George Alexander on the 
success Which waits upon his enterprise, 
ae 


s 

To Miss Carina Reed, the lady who opposed the renewal of the 
Ouford license, We owe much, Amongst other things, Carina was 
shocked ata girl on the stage, saying, “ALLY SLOPER took his 
sweethetrt to Epping Forest, and she asked him, ‘Now, ALLY, 
pre you some to marry me or what?’ ‘What,’ replied ALLY, 
sine which time he had been a What-er,” We are pretty 
innocent in Shoe Laue, and anxiously await Miss Reed’s definition 
ofa What-cr. We should like to Know, awfully! 


= 

Tne return of Mr. Edward Terry to the London stage and his 
ovn theatre is a double matter for rejoicing. Ile has been too 
J long absent from 
eon both, and we have 
res but few comedians 
i of his eminence, to 
spare him with in- 
difference for so 
long. Fortunately, 
in Love in Idleness 
he has secured a 
lay that will not 
ail to attract, and 
been provided by 
the author with a 
character after his 
own heart. There 
is really surprising 
little in the story, 
yet a more diverting 
entertainment could 
scarcely be wished 
for. Sidney Brough, 
Gilbert Farquhar, 
Beatrice Ferrar, 
Hilda Rivers, Bella 
Pateman, and other 
clever folks render 
their popular mana- 
ger valuable assist- 

7 eee TT ance, se 

s 


vee 


per Warrant has just been conferred upon R. I’, Elms, 
of 73 Unker Street, W.. the holder being appointed “ Znatantaneous 
Hair Dye” supplicr to A, SLoPER, Admirers of the Eminent are 
particularly requested to note the present beautiful shade of his 
three hairs. *.* 


AT last! The suspense is over, the deed is done, and the new 
and long-talked-of Empire ballet has dazzled an expectant public 
with its gorgeousness and brilliancy. oxte Cristo is a trium h 
for all concerned: for Madame nner, for Mons. Wenzel, for 
stage manager, scene painter, costumier, and, indeed, everyone 
engazed in this most wonderful production. We had been led 
to expect much, certainly, but our expectations are more than 
realised. The Empire may possibly achieve again a ballet of 
eyual merit, it would be impossible to surpass it. 


s 

Tite Fifth of November celebration dies hard, but it is largely 
due to the enterprising firework manufacturer that the memory of 
the Gunpowder Plot still 
lives among us. Aunni- 
versaries of other great 
historical events of far 
more importance come 
and go unheeded, but the 
seventeenth century con- 
spiracy is remembered 
annually still. The small 
boy may also take credit 
to himself for this state 
of atfairs. His yearning 
for squibs and crackers, 
his passionate longing 
for a bontire keeps green 
the memory of the luck- 
less Guido, and earns the 
youngster the gratitude 
of the pyrotechnic pur- 
veyors, and the kindly 
wishes of the dealers in 
ugly masks. 3 


= 

THE National Skating 
Palace, Argyll Street, re- 
opened for the season 
last Friday. With its 
magnificent aren of per- 
fect ice, central position 
numerous comforts, and 
charming music it is assured of ever-increasing popularity. 


. 
THE Annual Exhibition of Cabinet Pictures is now on view at 
MeLean’s Haymarket Gallery. As usuol, it is a meritorious 
chow. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A FEW SAMPLES. 


BAURING ingratitude, there’s nothing more despicable in human 
beings thau meanness, and the only thing that induces A, SLOPER 
to cite the following painful instances is the hope that the pilloried 
persons may be thereby induced to make an effort to do better. 

There's a pretty mean couple living not a thousand miles from 
Shepherd’s Bush Green. The husband belongs to one chapel, and 
the wife to another. Whenever they have “bit of a howdy” 
he goes off to his chapel and penys aloud for her, and she goes off 
to her chapel and prays aloud for him! 

There's a relative of J. Moses's—a Hebrew, naturally—who, on 
entering into the marriage state agreed to allow his bride three 
pounds tena week for “housekeeping.” On the second week in 
September he only doled her out three sovereigns ; he'd docked 
ten bob for the Biack Fast day! 

There's a pretty mean man in a certain suburban parish whose 
wife put up at the Vestry election, [It happened that her birthday 
came round on the voting day ; and her husband gave her his vote 
fur a birthday present ! 

There was a story got about that a delightfully pretty girl. 
thought to be an actress, had on more than one occasion dropped 
into 0 certain wine-bar in the Strand, swallowed a small glass of 
port. and then rapturously embraced a stranger who was also in 
the bar, After three young men had been crushed to death, one 
after another, in the never-ending scuftle to get into that bar, the 
landlord reinctantly admitted to the Coroner that it was all a lie, 
and he'd only got it up to give au impetus to his business ! 


—_——_—+o——_ 


THE FOOTBALL OF THE FUTURE. 
ScENE—Ambulance Van, 
First Player (Clapham Corpsers). Hullo, old chap, you here, 
Manage to win to-day 


Second Player (Surrey Slaughterers). Rather, my boy. Splendid — 


victory—four broken legs, two arms, and a fractured collar bone to 
a dislocated cap and a sprained ankle. 


_—_ oo 


MOPPITUPPE’S MISTAKE. 


‘Tia night, or to be absolutely correct, early—very early— 

morning ; the most laggard clock in the vicinity having but a few 

moments previously an- 

| { \ nounced the fact that it is 

| \ two AM. Bleak blows the 

i , | keen November wind, cutting 

fir SE] one like an old acquaintance 

| -+ who has “ got on in the world,” 

i! stirring even the damp and 

lusty 
\ power, 

Stoke Newington lies 
wrapped in peaceful slumber, 
No sound disturbs the calm 
~. serenity of the aristocratic 
~ suburb save the distant wail of 
| some lovelorn tom-cat, sound- 
ing strangely weird in the 
|! vreat hush that hangs over 
* the lightless mansions. 


\} rotting leaves in its 


Ne \ | But what is this? —this 
AN approaching sound of Bac- 
So ‘\ chanalian revelry? Surely 
We ‘tis the words of “Now We 
ey Shan’t Be Long,” that are 


borne upon the biting blast. 
And then footsteps — slow, 
halting, unsteady footsteps; none others, we regret to say, than 
those of Mr. Egan Moppituppe returning from working overtime 
at the oflice. 

Mr. M. is tired—extremely tired. The work has doubtless unduly 
fatigued him, which may account for the affectionate tenderness 
with which he clings to anything he can catch hold of, as he makes 
his way to his own portal. The successful negotiation of the 
keyhole, too, seems to cause him some anxiety. 

Sut the smallest keyhole comes to him who waits, and it comes 
to Mr. Moppituppe, after he has waited a quarter of a hour for it. 
Joyfully he pushes open the door and steps into the darkened hall. 
The next moment he gives a start of horror and amaze. There is 
a man there, an evil, villainous-faced ruftian who sits scowling nt 
him froma chair; no phantasy of an overtaxed brain, but a solid, 
horrible reality. 

Just for one instant Moppituppe's heart fails him, but only for 
aninstant. Who is this vile intruder ? Amidnight marauder ; or— 
oh, hideous thought!—some shameless libertine who has sup- 
planted him in his wife’s affections. Then with the (Dutch) 
courage born of innumerable “Johnnie Dewars,” he springs at the 
ruttian and bears him heavily to the earth. The chair falls, too, 
with a thunderous crash: but Mr. Moppituppe’s blood is now 
thoroughly roused, and pinning his opponent by the throat he 
proceeds to “ knock the stuffin’” out of him. 

Suddenly it flashes across him that the man has uttered no sound, 
and he has killed him. The thought sobers him slightly. he 

muses in his furious onslaught and at the same moment Mrs. 
oppituppe appears at the head of the stairs with a light. 

Her husband holds up a warning hand. “ Don't—hic—don't 
come down, m’dear,” he said, “I—I've killed a man!” 

“ Killed a man,” she answers in withering tones. “ Ruined the 
poor children’s guy that they spent all the evening making. Ugh! 
you beast!) And freezing him with a glance, she retires to her 
chamber and locks the door. 

on 


IT WASN'T A CRAM, REALLY. 


Mother, Now, Maggie, on your word—Did Algernon kiss you on 
the steps last night! y 
? S ‘p-to-date Child. No, mummy, dear, I'm positive he never 
did— 


(PS. But Alycrnon did kiss her somerherc, f not on the steps. 
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CHILDREN’S CHAPERONES. 


(There is now a demand for a kind of refined daily attendant-on ant trott, 


of youngsters, She is called “ A Chiidren’s Chaperone.”) pot 


a Or Lady. re 
Dodt  ycu car me a > to rea neal 
y  DERVAN-Y New ox 7 At whom some rude \.,.., 
~ Crevconene, D) jested ; ee 

USeaeeyeenc, And truly some of t), 

fe _ proved dear, _ 

Such “airs” they ; 
fested, 


And_ now a similar ;., 
of help eo 

Ye may in “ads” be x, 
ting ee 

Sweet dameels guar, 
bairns who yelp, |” 

As round the parks they’. 
trotting. raat 

And such a nymph. 
trim in tone, 

Is cnlled a * Chitdien's 
Chaperone.” 


She's) meant to Kknoek 
the nursemaids oui— 


% 


This juvenile escorter. 

Of knowledge to the young, no doubt, 
She must be an importer, 

Thus, governesses, too, will smart, 
For out of work she'll shy ‘em ; 

And care and culchaw she'll impart 
At moderate terms per diem. 

Thus many a family now is shown 

To hire a “ Children’s Chaperone.” 

ss 


NOT BAD FOR HER. 


Major Mudsqueezer, There was an artist johnnie sketching 1s 
we marched in to our new quariers to-day. 
Pansy Partridge. So you were draven and quartered, eh, Ma; 
ee 


A DESIRABLE COLLABORATOR. 

SOME modern novels I have read 
With less of pains than pain ; 

And oft in anguished tones have said 
(What time there fell amain 

The furious cloud upon my brow) : 
“ Confound this senseless rot ! 

Mad Guy Fawkes but been living now, 
What a living he'd have got!” 

The folks who turn us out a heap 
Of fin-de-siéele fiction 

Are Jearnt in metaphysics deep, 
And mighty smart at diction. 

But skill to tetl a tale, 1 vow. 
They haven’t—not a jot ! 

Had Guy Fawkes been existent now, 
What a fortune he'd have got ! 

The modern authors soon might put 
This crooked matter straight, 

And please our tastes, if they could but 
With Guy collaborate ; 

For Guy, you know, could well contrive 
To hatch a splendid PLOT : 

Good faith ! had he been now alive, 
What a living he'd have got ! 


———$————— 


HE FUNKED THE OFFER. 


Amateur Photoarapher (te the Ghost of Mouldy Grang”- ; a 
uhas 


oid man, if you keep quiet, Ll send you down a dozen, 1% 


Saturday, November 7, 1896.) 
POSITIVELY FOR ONE NIGHT ONLY! 


Vifth of November. 


A premature celebration of the 
_ 


THE SMALL BOY'S LAST. 
“Ma,” remarked little Jerry Tree, “isn’t it fuuny that everybody 
cills baby a bouncing infant?” 
“Why do you think it’s funny, Jerry?" 
“*Cause when 1 dropped him this morning on the floor he didn’t 
bounce a bit!” 


BEZER. 


es 
CHAPTER IT. 

OLD Bezer duly became a Centenarian, and saw his 10!st birth. 
day successfully, and just on the back of that 101st birthday » 
newspaper man hove round that district fora holiday, and teste 
the liquids of the villaze inn and liked them. That newspaper 
man spent a good deal of his leisure at the inn when he wasn't 
rngling, and in course of time the newspaper man heard of old 
Dezer, 

The newspaper man was not averse to earning a couple of 
guineas, and a link witha previous century was just the kind of 


at —— 


e—— 


subject out of which a decent 
couple of guineas was to be 
made, That newsvaper man 
interviewed old) Bezer, and 
sucked everything out of him 
that could be got. Then he 
retired to the inn and wrote 
up all the information he had 
got out of Bezer, and added a 
quantity of information that 
Bezer had never heard or 
dreamed of. He arranged that 
Bezer had seen Lord Nelsou as 
a midshipman, and the Duke of Wellington as a youth. He made 
Bezer recollect of Nelson playing in a cricket match with only 
one arm. Then he made Bezer a leading feature of the Battle 
of the Nile, and of the Irish rising, and Waterloo, and the Queen's 
coronation, and the passing of the Corn Laws, and right on 
through history till Gladstone developed collars and Beaconsfield 
began to grow bald. Then that newspaper man sold the article 
tor cash, wherewith he bought beer and tobacco and was content, 
while Bezer awoke and found himself famous. 

_ The village suddenly awoke to the fact that they had been 
ignoring « remarkable physical fact in the continued existence of 
Bezer. They had many antique things which had sold_ well, but 
they had not hitherto pation that an antique human being was of 
any value. When they did learn it, however, they became proud 
of it, and wore their hats over one ear in consequence, thus 
spreading the fame of old Bezer over the adjacent counties. 

And it was not an inconvenient kind of fame either. It brought 
much with it that was of great comfort to Bezer’s old age. The 
tectotal party in the district sought out Bezer with a view to 
ascertaining if he was a teetotaler, which Bezer declared he had 
been to an unusual extent during the past few years. He omitted 
to mention that his temperance had been wholly due to inability 
tu provide the cash necessary to lubricate his whistle. The 
tectotal party pointed him out as_a magniticent example of the 
value of living a wholly teetotal life, and left him parcels of tea, 
ane nice soft buns and jam and things. 

Then the Licensed Victuallers’ Association had a look in to sce 
old Bezer, and learned, with much satisinetion, that old Bezer was 
hot averse toa drop of gin when he didn’t have whisky, and that a 
little hot rum aud sugar was a thing he could take either without 
or with lemon, And the licensed victuallers sent him along 
samples of various liquids to comfort his old body, and Bezer 
cousforted it at frequent intervals. 

And the vegetarians were bound to have an innings, and they 
discovered, to their satisfaction, that Bezer had always been fond 
of fruit of all kinds, and that for many years his dinner had 
sa mainly of boiled mashed turnips, Havoured with a little 

utter, This was, of course, hailed as a triumph for vegetarian 
principles, and the society for the suppression of cowheel and cats’- 
en at once made old Bezer an honorary member, and sent along 

skets full uf grapes and pineapples and tomatoes and potatoes, 

The anti-vaccinitors learned that old Bezer had never been 
vaccinated, and here was a proof that Jenner's great discovery was 
a howling frand. And so on it went through every fad. Everyone 
Was assured that his own particular fad was a boon and a blessing 
to mankind in general and Bezer in particular, and Bezer flourished 
through it all. 
we society for the preservation of ancient ruins took up old 

ezers case,and slanged the parish because old Bezer did not have 
a much more comfortable house and warmer clothes and someone 
to nurse him; and Bezer had become a national institution, so to 
speak, and the parish succumbed and provided all that was 
Suggested. And that was why Bezer chortled till he nearly choked. 

(10 be continued newt week.) 


The Newspaper Man. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FARES WOT I'VE DROVE. 
(THE CONFIDENCES OF BADGE 00,951.) 
(Continued.) 

“Ir ain't orften, sir, though t sys it p'r'aps as shouldn't, that 
you can get over me. I've got ny eyes pretty wide open as a 
zeneral rule, but [ was fairly sucked in once, done like a bloomin’ 
Mnercent green‘orn ; me as ‘ad drove a keb then for ten year, too! 

“Lt came about like this ‘ere. One evenin’ as [ was coming out 
of the stables artter seeing Kitty nice and snug, a gent taps me on 
the shoulder and mentions as how he'd like to ‘ave a few words, 

“*Step this way, my man,’ ses he, leading the way down a quiet 
little court, ‘1 believe you drive your own keb, don't you?’ 

“* That's ro, sir,’ I tells him. 

“¢Very good,’ he answers.‘ Now, look here, I want a sensible, 
reliable man to assist me iv rather a romanue little piece of busi- 
ness, VIL pay him well if he does as [| wish, but it’s important he 
should be able to hold his tongue, What do you s:y, now?” 

“*E'm with von, sir,’ [ replies; ‘but Md dike to know a little 
more about it before 1 comes to a decision.” 

“* Quite right, my man, sea he; ‘1 suppose it's best to take you 
into the secret. The fact is, ’'m in love with a voung lady who is 
being most cruelly treated. Her guardians have taken an intense 
dislike to me, and they're trying to force her to marry their youny 
pup ofa son. The young lady and I have decided to elope ; we've 
made all the arrangements, :nd all we want is a trusty fellow to 
be in waiting with a vehicle.’ 

“*One moment, sir,” 1 ses, ‘do you mean honest by the young lady?’ 

“*Certainly, my man,’ he replies, very indignant; ‘we shall 
drive straight to my mother's, and you are at liberty to satisfy 
yourself thoroughly on that point.’ 

“* And the fare. guv'nor?' I asks. 

“*Ten guineas,’ ses he, and I clinches the bargain straizht orf, 

“Well, sir, we soon arranges matters, and one night the followin’ 
week I drives’im out Finchley way, where the ouse was, and waits 
upa boely bit of lane for the cloping pair. He was an awful time 
gone, but he coines back at larst, and alone. ‘It’s all up, d— it,’ 
he sex, ‘they're got hold of some of our letters or something, and 
tumbled to the game. They've taken my poor girl away, and 
there's only a old fool of a caretaker in the place. Git me b.ck as 
fast ns you can, V'll never rest till I’ve traced her,’ 

* Well, sir, 1 drives ‘im back, and 'e pays up as promised, and T 
don't suppose I should ‘ave thought much more about it, only the 
next day I ‘appens to be lookin’ at a evening paper, aud something 
like the followin’ ketches my eye : 

DARING BURGLARY AT FINCHLEY. 
£12,000 Worth of Jewellery Stolen, 

“*We have just received information that a daring and successful 
jewel robbery was perpetrated last night at Wellington Grange, 
Finchley, the residence of Mr. Wilson Howard, J.P. Particulars 
are not yet to hand, but we learn that the loss is estimated at 
nearly twelve thousand pounds, and the police incline to the belief 
that it was the work of one man, who afterwards effected his 
escape in a cab driven by an accomplice. A fuller report will 
appear in our later edition.’ 

“And when it did, guv’nor, 1 twigs it all. The cove that ‘ad 
assisted the bluomin’ burglar to clear orf with the swag was me /” 

(To be continued newt week.) 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Ox an Ark-tick Expedition : Noah's clock during the deluge, 
“Tire Fifteen Puzzle "—Where to borrow a tenner and a fiver. 
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GIRLS UNCLE BOFFIN'S ADVISED. 


‘ . ~ 
She came to Nunky ina fearful state of mind, said she was out 
of an engagement, and wished she was dead. Dear Old Bot? was 
ready for her, He gave her an introduction to Charley Morton, 
and she's now the best girl in the “ Living Pictures” at the Palace. 
What a darling Boftin is ! 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BO%, 


33 ParrFit?T Roan, SoutH Bermoxpsey 
October 26th, U6, 

Dear Sirn,—In_ reference to your letter and ihe “Award of 
Merit” that you have sent me, Iam more than pleased to thank 
you for bestowing it on me ; I will send you photo next week. 

Yours truly, G. W. Bryay, F.0.8, 
SS 
TACT. 

SHE wasn't as you might say an old maid, but it was a deneed 
long time since she'd seen the inside of a school-room, which 1s 
putting the matter considerately, and she was giving ‘em ne end 
of trouble at Slashem and Tareit's Great Annual Autumn Sacrifice, 
Roll after roll of material did the unfortunate counter-jumper she'd 
hit on, reach down from topmost shelves and unroll betore her, 
but none of them seemed to throw her into cestacics, wand very 
few gained even honourable mention from her, The counterman 
began to grow desperate, There was a big crowd waiting to by 
served, and many foolish women were pulling over the odds and 
ends, to the sale of every bit of which there was hanging a" spill” 
or small premium. Not only was she dissipating the poor Johnnie's 
time, but his cigar-money as well. As a last resource he ran up 
the little steps and grabbed a roll of figured white nun's veiline. 
Unrolling it and letting a length of three or four yards fall along 
the counter he remarked, as if in strict confidence : 

“The very best thing for a confirmation frock we've had in stock 
vet: identical with the material worn by the young Queen of 
Holland a week ago!” 

It scored a bullseye instantly. She didnt buy any but she 
begged a pattern and went off with it, convinced that Slashem and 
Tareit's salesmen were the politest, the wisest, and altogether the 
very best in Clapham, 

—_—_——— 


A YOUTH WITH A FUTURE. 


Willie Flvotcr. U say. you're the old josser my dad speaks 
about, who gets all his ‘oof out of him for the heathens, ain't 
cher?) Sends ‘em out braces, on’ tracts, an’ tobacco, au’ couzh- 
lozenges, an’ all that sort 0’ thing, don’t cher? 

Scptimus Stratclace, Really, my young friend ; I—I certainly 
trke— 

——— oo 


POEMS ON PARAGRAPHS, 


Xo. 19.—Tne BANISHED BRIDE: AND WHAT AN ENGLISH 
BripE THINKS ABOUT HER BANISHMENT. 


(Tle Sultan of Turkey, fearful of treachery, has exiled his secon wife tu 
Hedjaz, in Arabia,—Dai'y News.) 


THOUGH all the world, indignant, howl, 
Fierce-chafing o'er a world's disgrace— 
A wide world’s shame, the Eastern Ghoul 
Works out his weird apace. 
He dips—he laves—in blood-red waves ; 
His minions murder helpless hosts ; 
And, ruthless o'er Armenian graves, 
He of his safety boasts ! 
Those boasts are empty vaunts—no more : 
Which let one simple truth decide— 
The Suitan to Arabia's shore 
Has driven the Sultan's bride ! 


Despite his pert pretence of ease, 
The Turkish Moloch quails with fear, 
And, shivering, sees in every breeze 
The Nemesis draw near. 
He lately dreamed (or rightly deemed ) 
That to uncrown his brazen brow 
The “partner of his joys” had schemed 
With malcontents. And nuw 
A stranger to her lord’s caress, 
An outcast o'er the waters wide, 
1 wonder if. in wild distress, 
Weeps Abdul Hamid’s brice! 


Inhuman men—so seers have cried— 
Are oft by woman loved the most! 
Will Abdul's bride at eventide 
Glide o'er Arabia's coast, 
And sadly, Sapphoesquely, dwell 
Upon the spouse of days gone by. 
Who loved her well? I cannot teli.— 
I only know that I 
Would rapturous be with grateful glee, 
To think the sea rolled far and wide 
Detween the Va:npire-Fiend and nie, 
Ut Lucre Abdul's bride ll 


Willie, Well, look here! Weean doa bit o° business together, 
I've got some smokes—cost me four an’ a tanner the box, but T 
can't tackle ‘em; they're simply awtul! Now, UI sell tem to 
you fora couple o' bob. They're an Al brand, though the favour's 
n bit “off; but, bless yer! the heathen ‘Il never tumble to tic 
difference! Is ita deal? 

—— 


THE SLOPER RELICS. 
(Continued, ) 
No. 27.—Toy SH1p, MONKEY ON A STICK, AND A Fairy Jam 
SPOON FROM THE NURSERY OF LORD CHARLES Birisrorp. 


Wheif thts relics were put upat Christie's, A. Storon bod tye 


powerful opponents to bid against—the anihorities of Cie United 
Service Museum and Greenwich Hospital. Both were ear to 


possess them, and had_not one of the Rothschilds, who happen: d 
to be present, financed the Eminent, they would never have en- 
riched his unique collection, The vessel was launched in litle 
Charlie Beresford’s bath, and whenever his parents took him to 
Margate the good ship went with him, Many a cruise it has made 
in Margate’s briny pools, manned bya crew of startish, crabs, jelly- 
fish, and yellow winkles. who would climb the rigging in gabant 
style. Charlie would put a tiny paper cocked hat on the head of 
the monkey on a stick, and call it the First Lord of the Admiralty 
—which it would delight him to mast-head by simply boring a 
hole in the ship's deck and making an additional mast of the 
diverting toy. In the depths of the family jam spoon, hidden by 
a deceptive coating of jam. powders manufactured by the arcn- 
traitor Gregory have lain hiddeu.—(7¢ be cont tained.) 
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Rrigahy (who never opens 
they came in the Margucrite, 


No. 4—Mr. GeEorce Hicks, F.0.8, 

“Ata time like the present, when the Eastern 
Question looms large on the political horizon, and 
public indignation at the bloody massacres by the 
‘Turkish Sultan has not yet abated, the portrait of the 
gallant ex-guardsman, which we give above, must 
possess a particular interest, For it was our hero who, 
In the excess of his loathing of the fiendish outrages 
upon our fellow Christians, tore the Turkish medal 
with disgust from his breast. and sent it for sale to 
assist the Fund for the relief of the Armenian 
Sufferers, Not only did the brave old veteran's 
spirited action render substantial practical assist- 
ance, but it expressed perhaps more fully than all the 
inost eloquent speeches of protest the real feelings 
of the Nation’s heart. Chiefly because he's a grand 
oid guardsman, he was created F.OS., and the 
‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him October 
3rd, 1896."—Debrett Improved, 


IN HER DRESSING-ROOM. 


Marjorie Tofferton, “1f 1 onty had someone to Nothing serious, I hope? 


[Stupid girl! Why, there were any number. 


THE RUMFOOZLERS’ CLUB: 


A pleasant, instructive, and _ intellectual evening was A. SLOPER_ brought 
spent, on Tuesday last, at the Rumfoozlers’, over a-glove- 
fizht under Queensberry rules of the rigidest. A. SLOPER 
was referee, and consequently everything went off so 
ndinirably that it was universally declared the National 
Sporting Club must look to their laurels, The Eminent 
arrived, together with several members and n few of the 
fancy, by xzrowler in dashing style, the party being 
received at the door by head waiter Enery, The onlookers 
at first thought it was Royalty. 


changed. 
testing hurts. 


Fashionable Ladies’ Physician, And what is the trouble now, Lady Langor? 


with him to have his biceps tested 
by one of the combatants—the Batter- 
sea Pigeon —as he is thinking of 
entering the Blue-eyed Bablet for the 
Feather-weight Championship, when 
the K.-E.R. will have every opportun- 
ity of getting the colour of his optics 
Alexandry says 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THOSE 


NORMAN ANCESTORS. 


le come over with the Conqueror, Mr. Brigshv? 
is mouth without putting his foot in it), Er—no; 


STUDIES AT 


love me!” Fair Patient. Well, yes, it is—very. My husband refures to winter abroad, and 
I want you to discover something that will make Monte Carlo imperative. 


FIGHT. 


Alexandry The Pigeon’s opponent was the 
Ball's Pond Razzler. A. SLOPER, of 
course, backed the Pigeon heavily, 
and, being referee, you bet he meant 
him to win, but unfortunately for the 
honour of Battersea his man was so 
much more boozed than the Razzler 
that, in spite of the Old Man’‘s exer- 
tions to bring the vanquished round, 


bicep- 
it proved an easy victory for the other. 


Actor, Great Scott! There's the cat off with iy 
moustache—thinks it’s got a mouse, i 


THE ZOO. 


Bill Buggins, Why should 1 care? I'm in the 
prime of life, and able aud willing to do anythius— 
or anybody. 


ITS MEMBERS, ITS INFLUENCE, ITS ATTENDANTS AND ITS BYE-LAWS. 
No. 5.—A GLOVE 
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At first A, SLOPER boldly declared it “a draw,” but 
was induced by threats of the blood-thirstiest nature 
to withdraw his observation. Then he said he wou 
adjourn the fight till his man got sober, but the crow 
would have none of it, and challenged A. SLOPER a 
hattle en masse, So reluctantly he had to declare the 
Razzler the winner. At the tripe and onion supper that 
followed, the victor was presented by the president 
with axsplendid block-tin, double-japanned coal-scuttle, 
to hold about a quarter-of-a-hundred. 
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